BOOK IV, CHAP. I.	178
" To whomffltogt thou belong ? Who can exert such a power
on thee ?"	^
" Leave mi	^rrid secret, and let me go ! The vengeance
which pursues	jtot of the earthly judge. I belong to an in-
exorable Desti . cannot stay, and I dare not."
" In the s'       on thou art now in, I certainly will not let thee
go."
" It wer<	treason against you, my benefactor, if I should
delay. I ar ire while with you, but you are in peril. You
know not •? you keep beside you. I am guilty, but more
wretched tl olty. My presence scares happiness away; and
good deeds r powerless, when I become concerned in them.
Fugitive, i ing I should be, that my evil genius might not
seize me, which pursues but at a distance, and only appears when
I have forand a place, and am laying down my head to seek re-
pose. ]\£ore grateful I cannot show myself, than by forsaking you."
" Strange man ! Thou canst neither take away the confid-
ence I ^lace in thee, nor the hope I feel to see thee happy. I
wish not to penetrate the secrets of thy superstition; but if thou
livest in belief of wonderful forebodings and entanglements of Fate,
then, to cheer and hearten thee, I say, unite "thyself to my good
fortune, and let us sec which genius is the stronger, thy dark or
my bright one."
Wilhelm seized this opportunity of suggesting to him many
other comfortable things; for of late our friend had begun to ima-
gine that this singular attendant of his must be a man who, by
chance or destiny, had been led into some weighty crime, the re-
membrance of which he was ever bearing on his conscience. A
few days ago, Wilhelm, listening to Ms singing, had observed
attentively the following lines ;
For hini the light of ruddy morn
But paints the horizon red with flame;
And voices, from the depths of nature borne,
Woe 1 woe ! upon his guilty head proclaim.
But, let the old man urge what arguments he pleased, our
Mend had constantly a stronger argument at hand. He turned
everything on its fairest side; spoke so bravely, heartily and
eheerily, that even the old man seemed again to gather spirits,
and to throw aside his whims.

